By tenderness and care,
Pity,  an aching head,
Gnashing of teeth,  despair;
And all because of some one
Perverse creature of chance*
And live like Solomon
That Sheba led a dance*

XHE   FISHERMAN

I can see him. still,
The freckled man who goes
To a grey place on a hill
In grey Conn.em.ara clothes
At dawn to cast his flies,
It's long since I began
To call tip to the eyes
This wise and simple man.
All day I'd looked in the face
"Wliat I had hoped 'twould be
To write for my own race
And the reality;
The living men that I hate,
The dead man that I loved,
The craven man in his seat,
The insolent unreproved,
And no knave brought to book
^V'ho has won a drunken cheer,
The witty man and his joke
Aimed at the coinmonest ear,
The clever man who cries
The catch-cries of the clown,
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